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JhE BRlfiHT 
LIGHT* OF 
BROADWAY Wa/Efc 
BUKNED BRIGHTER 

FOR RWMOND 
LAWRENCE > THE 

ACTOR . 
5UAVE, HANDSOME, 
MANLY, HE WAS 
A PHENOMENAL, 
success IN 
EVERY DKAfcvATIC 
VEHICLE, CALLING 
FOR HIS TALENT. 
BUT HE WA5 ALSO 

A NOTORIOUS 
HEART- BREAKER . 
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HMf-UQO* tore*, we two 
SLUBBERED EVERYTHING to 

the police . wow he sat on. 

THE BENCH i A PORI.ORH, 

■ 

*RieHT"-NUM6ED JN HIS 
' TERROR 



WELL, WHAT DO WE DO ■ 
WfTH HrW?THEGUV5 A 
LOONY IF I EVER 5AW ONE I 
NOTHING CHECKS! HIS51BRY 
DO ESN 1 ! STW TOGETHER '. 



<?»ey took hiw to am OBSt w wmoH warp, ttoum 

MELTED INTO DAYS — AND D«S WTO W£eK9...EHOIM 
aUESnONINS— ENDLESS TRBflTMENTS — AND ALVMV9 
TH6T SAME TERRIBLE THOUGHT. 




?E<"AU5€ HE WAS FA WOO £ — BECAUSE H5 WAS RECOGNIZED, 
RAYMOND LAWRENCE WAS DISCHARGED GUIETLY---AWO WITH- 
OUT FUSS, BUT HE WAS ALSO RESTED r Hi5 WITS COLLECTED 
— HIS USUAL CUNNING SELF. 



TOT 



. .IE WEB WAS PRAWING TISHTER . SOMEWHEREi SOMEONE 
WOULD CHECK HIS 6TORY. SOMEONE BY CURIOSITY WOULD 
REALLY TRY TD FIND HIS WIFE — AND THEN ALL WOULO 
COME OUT.' SO IN HIS APARTMENT* MOMENTS LATER ... 




I THFV FOUND RAYMONDS &ODY , FLGAHHG IKI THE 
| SWAM F? THfT POL ICE THOlAiHT H F MAO GONF MAO 
| AGAIN AND HAP COMMITTED SWCfDF/ BUT W£ 
| KNOW WHAT HAP REALLY HAPPENf.F PONT Wg/ 
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IF YOU THJNK THIS TRICK IS 
GOOP, IT IS NOTHING COM- 
PARE!? TO THE TRICKS I C 
REALLY DDI I'VE BEEN 
LISTENING TO VDU PEOPLE v 
TALK FOR WEEWS AHP EACH 
ONEOPVOU THINKS HIS 
TROU3LE5 ARS WORSE THAN 
THE OTHER'S! HOW WDULPVeg 
LIKE TO SXCU.Mm VOUR WOBRif 
KWSO/WSONS SLOE'S?/ 
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Wwwm is iwpossiRg; thosi of too 

* WHO ARE WILLING SO BACK TO YOUR 
: SHACKS AND WRITE DOWN Alt. YOUR 
, TROUBLES AND THEN PACK THEM IN 
BAGS-' MEfT ME INSIDE TH6 
CEMETERY AT MIPNKSHT,' 
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NEVER.' 1 MAY BE POOR WTW 1 

YOUR TROUBLES, NIGEL, BUT 
AT LEAST I'AI AS HEALTHY AS 
AN OX.' THERE'S NOTHING IN; 
THIS WORLD THAT COULD „ 
MAKE ME GIVE YOU BACK 1 
YOUR TROUBLES , 
FOR MINE! 





the magician said the only way 
i could get back my troubles . 
if he didn't give "them to me 
v0untar1ly would be for lord 
palton id die and since i'm not 
strong enough to kill him, i'll 
poison him.' to think i once ■ ' 
Considered i had troubles 
while i had my good health .' 
all i want is to get that back.', 
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E N D E 



By John Martin 



AT THE ENTRANCE to the precinct, : 
Lugi's courage failed him. Then a 
sudden wave of intense fear of what lay be- 
hind him sent strength into his faltering 

He entered the lobby of the building, saw 
the hated blue uniforms of the police. A chill 
went through him. Lugi took a deep breath. 
It had been a walk of only six btecks to the 
precinct — five minutes. But he would re- 
member those five minutes all his life. He had 
kept to the sidewalk's edge all the way, as fai 
from the slum buildings as possible, his eyes 
warily searching every black-mouthed alley, 
every half-open window. At any moment, he'd 
known, a gun might bark. He would crumple, 
a shabby, bloody corpse, dead even before he 
hit the pavement. 

But he wasn't dead — yet, he thought. 

"Santa Maria!" he muttered and walked up 
to the sergeant's desk on wobbly legs. 

Police Sergeant' Murray greeted him. 
"Scared, Lugi?" he asked. 

"You, too, would be frightened." Lugi said 
hurriedly, "if you knew your life was in 
danger." He shuddered. "Baidn has Riven out 
the word to hill me!" 

"Baldo's a punk gangster, a cheap, two-bit 
greenhorn," Murray grated. "We'd slap brace- 
lets on him if we had any real evidence, but 

Lugi grimaced impatiently. "Baldo is the 
boss of this neighborhood," he said. "He hates 
me. Between his family and mine, for hun- 
dreds of years, since long ago in the 
Country, there has been the blood feud 



Id 



of i 



mg 35 my brother wat, alive; I wn safe, 
Last year, as you know, lit was killed." 
"Baldo's work?" Murray inquired. 
Lugi smiled thinly. "I know there is no 
proof," he said. "He is sworn to wipe out . . ." 

"I know, I know," Murray snorted. "These 
confounded private wars keep this neighbor- 




hood a foot deep in corpses." 

'You must protect me," Lugi said stub- 
bornly. 

"This is a democracy, Lugi," Murray said. 
"You've got to have evidence to arrest a man 
— not just hearsay." He looked up and frowned. 
"But I guess we will have to protect you, so 
the only thing I can do for the time being is 
to have a plainclothesman tail you, watch you 
from a distance. Perhaps our man can keep 
Baldo from getting to you. And then again, 
perhaps not. But that's the best we can do," 
He shrugged and returned to his paper work, 

Lugi stood there, silent. Then he turned 
slowly and went out, conscious of the eyes on 
him, the eyes of police officers and detectives. 
Often he had fooled them in some clever rob' 
bery, frustrated the law's long arm by legal 
loopholes and tricks. Not one of them, he 
guessed, would have wanted to be in his shoes 
for two minutes — not even for a million 
dollars. . ' 

Outside, in the street, he stood, irresolute, 
before the precinct. From windows, from the 
dark, narrow slits of doorways, he .knew 
frightened eyes were watching, perhaps eyes 
heavy with menace. And he knew that a de- 
tective was watching him. too, but somehow 
the thought was not too comforting. 

He took the six blocks back to his cheap 
roominghouse at a stiff-legged walk, his 
nerves tense, screaming silently inside his 
head. A little girl darted into his path by ac- 
cident from a doorway, saw him . and fled, 
shrieking. Lugi paled. Even the children knew 
who and what he was. Even the children knew 
it might be death to befriend Lugi— who was 
marked for death. 

ile reached his own dnorway unharmed and 
swallowed hard in relief. Upstairs, in his 
furnished room, he took out his igun and 
hefted it. It was* some protection, but not 
much. Baldo, he remembered, struck quietly 
and from the dark- There was much that had 
been strange and unnatural about his, brother's 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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Vendetta 
(Continued from inside front cover) 
death. He shook his head. The gun would not 
be enough. 

Lugi shivered, sitting in his room, the last 
gray light of day filtering through the dirty 
window panes. He began to realize that in go- 
ing to the police he might have made a prime 
mistake. Baldo had a strange way of knowing 
what went on in the neighborhood. Lugi's 
teeth chattered. He mumbled sorry words. 

There was only one thing to do now, he 
knew, and the thought sent prickles of queasi- 
ness through his body. It would take money, 
too, all he had, perhaps. And he would have 
to do it alone, without his police protection. 

Lugi stood up with decision. What good 
could money do a corpse? Better to sacrifice 
the ill-gotten gains of years and live. 

"Corpa," he muttered. "Corpa's magic can 
help me!" 

From a suitcase in a closet he dug a steel 
box, opened.it and took out a -wad of cur- 
rency. Then, stuffing it in his breast pocket 
safely, he pocketed the gun and went down- 
stairs, then out the back way, unseen, emerg- 
ing into the twilight of the day's end. He 
knew the detective was still in front of his 
house, watching his window. But he had no 
use for him now. 

The trail to Corpa's was along darker 
streets and alleys than the ones be already 
knew. But is was well marked. The further 
he went the more weather-beaten and grimier 
grew the buildings, the more shifty the 
visages of the prowling figures that slunk in 
and out of doorways. 

From some dim, dusty bar came the cackling 
sounds of laughter and the bang of a tinny 
piano. Suddenly, he felt it'll his stomach ached 
sharply. Weakness overcame him. He paused 
md leaned against a boarded-up shop. The 
spell passed and he went on, ever deeper into 
the slums. 

At Corpa's, as he approached the ancient, 
tumble-down house, a small huddle of ragged 
figures fled as he approached. Looking back 
he saw the street deserted. "Even here, he 
realized, Baldo's threat had penetrated. To be 
seen with Lugi, or near him, was to invite 
murder. 

A dim light burned in the hallway of the 
old tenement as he went in, It was a two- 
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story structure, with, a*fruit store on the 
ground floor and Corpa's shrouded quarters 
on the second. Up the stairs he went, breathing 
hard, his heart thudding. 

At Corpa's door he knocked, held on to the 
jamb for support and felt for the money, 
smiling weakly when he found it was still 
there. With money, with Corpa there was 
hope. 

The door opened creakily. 

"Come in," Corpa said. Then, when she saw 
who it was, she tried to shut the door. "Get 
out, Lugi, you bring ill luck!" she cackled. 

He forced his way inside. The door slammed 
behind them. 

"I must see you, Corpa," he wheezed. Hur- 
riedly he thrust all his money into her hands 
and pushed the crone through the curtained 
doorway into her sanctum. 

Lugi froze. In the light of candles burning 
under Corpa's altar, Baldo stood. He smiled 
evilly. 

"You are too late, Lugi!" Baldo croaked. 
"You are a dead man!" 

Corpa shrieked as Lugi's gun came up and 
Baldo, paling, drew his own. Both guns 
thundered. Lugi fainted. When he came to, 
minutes later, he saw the two dead bodies, 
realizing, exultantly that his shot had killed 
Baldo while Baldo's, missing him, had killed 
Corpa. Lugi could claim self-defense, he knew. 
And there would be no need to pay Corpa 
to mold a tiny wax image of Baldo, then melt 
it before a candle, thus killing Baldo in the 
ancient way of death. 

BUT BALDO, he remembered, as a spasm 
of pain passed through him, had said 
he was too late! His eyes swung to the hideous 
altar, then widened in terror at what they 
saw. Baldo had been there before him! Baldo 
had paid Corpa to mold a tiny' wax figure of 
Lugi! It stood there, its face a miniature of 
Lugi's, melting slowly into the candle beneath 
it, causing the pains, the weakness, the paral- 
ysis he felt. In minutes he knew, the flame 
would reach the statue's heart, killing him! 

Too late, he echoed. The legs and arms of 
the image had melted. He couldn't move his 
own, now. Then the candle flared. Lugi 
groaned and fell back dead as the tiny ima^e 
fell full into its lethal flame! 

THE END ■ 
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MR. MULLIGAN 

Plan No. 374 5 04 
A pe.fecll, proportioned plone for con- 
trol line work, fealoror. looks and lop 
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MAKE W AND 
FLY W WW 

MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED PLANS 



Send 50c for each plan wanted (don't forget 
the number) to MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans 
Service, Greenwich, Conn. If you also want a 
copy of Mi's new. illustrated catalog describ- 
ing 1 S 1 plans for furniture, models, photo- 
graphic and shop equipment and many other 



projects, send along t 
for a Plans Catalog. 
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PYLON BUSTER 



PBY CATALINA 



Plan No. 434 50< 




NIGUPORT SCOUT 



iPHHT OF ST. LOUIS 

Plan No. 415 504 
A 42-inch true icale model of Lindbergh -, 



